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The doorbell rang. 

Jason sighed because he wasn't waiting for some friends or other guys to come and to make him feel bad. 
Maybe, it was just one of those annoying guys of a paket delivery service. They used to ring at every doorbell 
nearby, throwing a paket inside without a word or even looking at the person who had been stupid enough to 


open up his door. 


But this sound of his doorbell sounded ... weak, and there wasn't another ring. Jason felt irritated, especially as 
he heard a soft and helplessly sounding moan from outside. So, he quickly opened his door, and a bundle of 


lumps fell inside the house, inside them a man. He was nearly covered by two awfully smelling and dirty 


blankets, and his face was covered by an oversized hoodie and a black Covid-covering mask 


He just gave another weak moan, but Jason knew these long legs in dirty jeans very well. His heartbeat 


fastened. 
wames?" He knelt down beside the man on his floor. wames?" 
Another weak moan. 


Now, Jason carefully withdrew the black hoodie to have a look at his poor guests face. He saw some blond hair 


what hadn't seen a hairbrush for a long time, and a half opened blue eye. 


"Hey, what's with my cash?" a loud and angry voice was to hear. "| brought the fucker to your house, and he 


didn't pay up." 


Now, Jason noticed the taxi in front of his house and the angry taxi-driver at his door. He quickly looked down 
at James then he got his wallet. 


"How much is it?" he asked. 
"Four hundred and thirty. The tip is extra 
"Four hundred ...2" 


"And thirty. Not to forget the tip .. And I'll hope that the fucker isn't contagious because the disinfection of 


my taxi will cost extra, Too." 


The fat taxi driver doesn't look as if he had contact with some soap for a long time, too, scratched his fat 
belly, staring at Jason His watery blue eyes looked fat, too. 


Fortunately, Jason had enough cash to pay up the ugly taxi-driver, including the tip, then he grabbed a bottle 
of disinfection spray from the table beside the door, threw it into the taxi-driver's arms and shut the door 
with a loud bang. 


He ignored the banging of the fists of the clearly drunken taxi-driver on his door, kneeling beside the weak 
figure on his floor. Then, he grabbed a Covid-mask and a pair of latex gloves, also from the table beside the 


door. 


James looked sick, very sick, and Jason wanted to be careful. After getting on the gloves he grabbed at the 
dirty and awfully smelling blankets. Then he drew back the also dirty hoodie to have a closer look. He noticed 
the METALLICA symbol on the back of the hoodie, then he bent down to look in James’ face. He carefully 


stroked James' short blond hair, and James tried to open his eyes. 


"James, where do you come from?" he softly asked. 


James needed some seconds to get orientated, then he murmured: "Airport .. the airport .. the .. Got a taxi at 


the ... the airport ... a taxi .." 
It came clear to Jason that it wasn't of use to ask what airport James was murmuring about. 


"Help me," James whispered. "Please, help me ...| don't know where to go, and everyone .. everyone doesn't want 


.. doesn't want me .. turned me down .. Please, Jase, help mel" 
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Jason didn't know what to say. He was confused. Why was James coming to him? He hadn't seen his former 


bandmate in years. And why was James looking like someone who had slept under some bridges. 


But clearly James was feverish and looked sick. He shivered and moaned, then he coughed several times. There 
was no time for more questions. Jason had to get James into his bed, and to try to clean him up as good as 


possible. 


Jason quickly put on one of the clean protection white coats what he also had ready on the table beside the 
door. He was sure that James suffered from an infection with the COVID I9-virus. 


He shoved away the dirty and lumpy blankets, then he grabbed a scissors from the table. Without a word he 
cut open James’ dirty clothes including his underwear. Finally, James laid naked, and now Jason lifted him onto 
his own arms because it was clear that James couldn't help himself in any way. He looked thin, and Jason could 
easily hold him in his arms and carry him upstairs where his bedroom was. Because he lived alone, he had just 


one bedroom. 


He entered the bedroom and laid James down on the bed and covered him by his thick duvet. Because James 


was still shivering violently Jason added an extra blanket, then another one to wrap up James’ head. 


He hurried to his bathroom and came back with a wet and a dry towel and another bottle with disinfection 
spray. He took of James’ dirty protection face mask and quickly cleaned up James' sweaty face as good as 
possible, then he dried it and put a new and clean protection mask to cover up James’ nose and mouth. Then 


he cleaned up James’ arms and dirty hands, dried them and started to disinfect them by his spray. 


James moaned because the spray was cold, but Jason needed to do it. One of his friends had died two weeks 
ago because of a fulminant infection by COVID 19. Jason had seen him through the windows of the intensive 
care unit but wasn't allowed to get into the room to just hold his friends’ hand Now, he didn't want to get 
infected himself and, maybe, to die miserably in an intensive care unit without someone beloved staying with 
him. 


He also didn't want James to die. James had come to him to beg for his help, and Jason didn't want to refuse 
him. But he really wasn't sure if he better should call an ambulance to get James to the next hospital. But 


there was no way. He knew that every bed in the hospital was filled by Corona-patients, and if one patient dies 
there always were ten or more patients in wait for a bed. The doctors and nurses always looked as if they 
hadn't slept in days, and they hadn't time to eat or drink. And, worse, there weren't enough protection clothes 
for them, while the president uses to call every bad news as "fake news" on his twitter account and wasn't 
too much interested in what was going on. 


No, there was no way to call an ambulance. Jason decided to keep James in his house and to try his very best 


to help him. 
‘lm back in a minute", he told James, then he hurried downstairs into his kitchen, quickly heating water for tea 
and an instant soup. He cooled the tea a little bit by adding some cold water, then he put everything what he 


needed, on a tray and carried it upstairs. 


James opened his eyes, as he heard Jason come in, and gave a sigh of relief. He didn't shiver as much as 
before. Jason sat down on a stool beside the bed. 


"You have to drink some tea, and then to eat some soup, James. I'll help you." 
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„No .. no ..", James moaned as he saw that Jason filled some tea into a cup from pottery what was a little 


cracked. 


Jason ignored James' moans and shoved his left arm under James’ head to lift it up a little bit to bring the 
rim of the cup to James’ dry and partly still bloody lips after he had removed the protection mask from 


James' face. 


"This is just some camomile tea, James. Please, try to take some sips for first", he said. His voice was calm. 


James tried to lift his left hand to shove Jason's hand with the cup away, but he failed because of the thick 
duvet and the blanket, safely covering up his weak body. 


"Just a small sip .. Please, James!" 


Jason wetted James' lips with some tea, then he did it several times. Of course, the tea ran into James' 
slightly opened mouth. Finally, James had to swallow the first time, and it was very painful for him. But he 


swallowed. 


Jason continued to drop some tea by getting James’ lips wet, again and again. James dry mouth got wet, too, 
and slowly it got easier for him to swallow. He finally opened his lips a little more, and now Jason risked to 
make him drink larger amounts of tea James had to cough, but Jason was sure that it was because of his 


pneumonia and not because he had choked on the tea. 


Jason had added a protection visor from plastic to his protection mask, not because he was in fear to get 
infected by James, but because it had got clear to him that there wasn't another person who would care 
about James if Jason got sick, too. No doctor in reach, all the hospitals near them already stuffed by dying 
COVID-patients. 


He deeply felt that James was completely lost. No one seemed to be with him. Jason didn't know, why, but 
there was a painful feel of pity deep inside of him. For a moment he pressed his own lips together and 
breathed harder for some seconds. Then, he tried to relax, again, and to go on with his efforts to get James 


drink more and more. 


Finally, James opened his lips and took larger sips of tea by himself. Jason held his head a little higher after he 
had stuffed another cushion beneath James' head and shoulders. He was so relieved that James now drank by 


himself, and it came clear to him that James must be very thirsty. 


James cleared the cup, and Jason put it away and took the other cup with chicken broth. It had cooled down 
enough for drinking it. He had added some salt to the broth because he was sure that James' body was in lack 


of salt, too. 


James drank the chicken broth, too, and gave a moan of pleasure. Jason sighed in relief and smiled a little bit. 
He let James’ head sink back into the cushions, and now James gave a small smile himself. He didn't shiver any 


longer. 


Jason had measured James’ body temperature while cleaning him up as good as possible by an in-ear- 
thermometer, and it had been 41,5 degrees on the Celsius scale. Now, Jason measured a temperature of 39,4 


degrees. What a relief! 


Because his feverish temperature had lowered, James had started to sweat. His hair had got wet, his face 
sweaty. Jason gave him another cup of soup, mixed up with a little tea It must taste awfully but James 
gulped it down without protest. Then, Jason stopped to make James drink more because he didn't want him to 


vomit. 


He took off the thick blanket on top of the bed's duvet and freed James' head from the other blanket. Both he 
got inside the large black garbage sack in what he had stuffed the towels what he had used to clean up James 
face and arms. Then, he went into his bathroom and filled two bowls by warm water. He went back and put 
them down on a small table on the other side of the bed. After this he fetched several clean towels, flanels, 
soap, shampoo, body lotion and fluid body disinfectant, Finally he added clean bedding on another table. Now, he 


was prepared. 


James slightly had turned his head to watch Jason but didn't give a sound. His blue eyes looked much clearer 


than before. 
Jason sat down on another stool and turned back the duvet. James’ lower body still was covered up. 
Now, Jason looked into James’ eyes. 


| have to clean you up as good as possible while you can stay on the bed. | think that you are much too weak 
to take a shower. Is this fine with you?" 


James gave a nod, and Jason smiled at him. Then, he started to clean up James’ head after he had washed 
James' sweaty hair with the help of one of the bowls. He had to change the water two times before he had 


got James’ hair clean. Then he quickly washed James' face and neck once more and finally wrapped a fresh 


towel around his patient's head. 


He went on to get clean the front of James upper body and his completely tattooed arms once more. He also 
removed the black dirt underneath James’ fingernails. He noticed that the nails were much too long for a 


guitar player. He slightly shook his head and looked up into James’ eyes. 


"What happened to you, James?" he softly asked. "There's no smell of alcohol on you, and | also don't think that 
you are doped in any other way. So, what happened? .. Take your time to tell me.’ 


He didn't want to urge his former band mate and went on to clean James’ dirty body, and now he had taken 
off the duvet to free James’ lower body. The long legs looked thin, and there were multiple older and fresher 
looking scratches on them, some of them still bloody. Jason went on washing and cleaning up James’ now naked 


body while he didn't move a muscle in his face. 
| ran," James suddenly croaked then coughed. 
Jason looked up into James’ face. 

"You ran?" 


"Yes .. yes, | ran .. | had to." James coughed several times and breathed hard. "Everything is burning .. my 
home burnt down .. and |.. | .. There was fire all around, and | couldn't stand the heat ... | felt like getting 


burnt in ... in hell” 


He paused to catch his breath. Jason's pulse and breath had got faster, too. He knew very well that the 
largest part of California and the woods all around already were burnt to ashes or still burning, the country all 
along up to Seattle, also a large part of Sierra Nevada. The permanent hot and stormy wind and non-stopping 
twitter storms aroused the deadly fires more and more. Now the gigantic fires nearly had reached Phoenix, 


too. 


The fire workers and the army had given up and were in deep shock because they couldn't do anything of 
worth any longer. And because everybody wanted to get out of the inferno, people - mostly armed and 
panicking - crowded up without any protection against the COVID |7-virus, and the number of infected people 


increased and finally got out of controll. 


Everything was out of control, too. Hurricane after hurricane hit the south of the country, destroying 


everything in reach, followed by tidal waves. 
Now, the president, had stopped to give his usual comments that everything just were ‘fake news’ and would 
be in perfect control, while still being in hospital the seventh week because of his own Corona-virus infection, 


and after he had been in coma for four weeks and had needed artificial breathing. 


"Oh, my god," Jason whispered. He felt so much pity for James. "You could escape the hell, and of course, you 


had to run without any help." 
James nodded. He looked down and a shiver ran through his body. 


"And before of that Lars had kicked me out, too," he whispered. 
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Jason stood there, out of words, staring at James. In the meantime, James had managed to grip the cup of 
chicken broth on the bedside table with a shaky hand. But he managed to hold the cup with both hands, while 
he took sip after sip, until he had cleared the cup. Then, he looked up at Jason. 


"This is so good," he said, still in weak tone. 
Jason got back control about his own body and went over to the bedside table. 


"There is more soup", he said and refilled James’ cup. Then he watched James clearing this cup of soup as fast 


as the other. James clearly was thirsty and hungry. 


Jason filled the cup with tea. It was okay that James had started to drink by himself, but Jason wanted to be 
careful. James had been in such a bad shape that everything had to be done slowly. For sure, James would 
have drunk every water or tea in reach, if no one would stop him. But in this case the electrolytes in his blood 
- like sodium, potassium or calcium - got thinned too fast, and things like disturbing the rhythm of the heart 


because some electrolytes got out of order, in worst case followed by a failure of the heart, wasn't an option. 


And Jason who sometimes worked as a paramedic himself knew that there never would be a doctor or an 
ambulance fast enough to reach Jason's house to restart James’ heart if an imbalance of sodium and 
potassium in James’ heart cells would have caused a complete heart failure. The next hospital was over 100 
miles away, and it already was stuffed by COVID-I9-patients. A part of the nurses and doctors were infected, 
too, but they still tried to work to prevent the system from crashing down completely. It was a shamel 


Jason didn't own a defibrillator to try to restart a heart, but he had a finger clip for measuring of blood 
oxygen and pulse rate. He also owned a small EKG and blood pressure meter, and a lot of other medical stuff. 
And he perfectly knew how to use everything and to interpreting the results. 


He urgently wanted to know what had happened in Metallica, and why Lars should have kicked out James, their 
singer and front man. Not to forget that James wrote all their lyrics and was their best composer. 


Well, James had been in rehab several times lately, but it hadn't been caused by alcohol - but by abusing 


much too much pain killers. And, unfortunately, James had done too much of cocaine, too. But Lars liked 
cocaine, too, and Kirk used to be stoned whenever the guys had to went in their Headquarters’ studio to work 


at their next album. 


Jason fetched all his medical equipment and sat down beside the bed. James watched everyone of Jason's 


moves but didn't ask what Jason was up to. 
It came clear that he trusted Jason and felt safe. 


"Your blood oxygen is around 92 per cent," Jason told James after he had watched the display parameters of 
the oxygen finger clip. "This is a little too low - but | think it will get better after we'll have started the 
antibiotic therapy of your pneumonia ... Fortunately, | have enough of Amoxicillin to do the job .." 


"Wait, wait, why ... Why ..2" James started to ask but then he had to cough until his lips got blue and the 
oxygen in his blood fell until 64 per cent. 


Jason quickly shoved his left arm under James' shoulders and helped him in an upright sitting position. While 
James’ head hung down Jason held a small inhalator bottle at James’ lips after he had shaken the inhalator 


several times. James still coughed and was near suffocating. 


‘Now, breathe out as good as you can, then breathe in deeply and hold your breath as long as you can do .. I'll 
give you the spray, it will widen your bronchial system. The heavy coughing has caused it to cramp ... Okay, 
let's go." 


James followed Jason's orders and tried to get the medicine as deep inside his lungs as he could, then he had 
to cough several more times. But within minutes he could breathe in and out much easier than before, and he 
gave sighs of relief. His blood oxygen level was back at 92 to 94 per cent. 95 per cent or more would have 
been perfect, but the actual level was good enough. 


While he still held James' upper body upright, Jason prepared everything for measuring James’ blood sugar. In 


the meantime, James breathed much easier, but he was too weak to sit upright without help. 


"James, | want to get your blood sugar ... It's just a small stitch in your finger to get a drop of blood .. Okay, 


already done." 


Jason watched the countdown on the small device's display. Then he sighed in relief. James’ blood sugar level 
was a little too low but nothing dangerous. And the problem was easy to solve. Jason spooned some sugar into 
the next cup of tea and made James drink it, adding the first antibiotic pill. Then, he helped James to lay back. 


James looked exhausted. Jason wiped the cold sweat off James’ forehead. 


| know what you wanted to ask about the antibiotic treatment," he said. James looked at him and gave a light 
nod. "Of course, the pneumonia mainly is caused by COVID-I9. But to make things worse there mostly is a 
super-infection by bacteria, and they can get inside the brain or the kidneys and cause sepsis and failure of 


many organs. We can prevent this by killing the bacteria by an antibiotic.” 


James nodded once more to signal that he had understood and was fine with it. He breathed in deeply but 
stopped and held his breath, giving a moan of pain. 


Jason immediately knew what the problem was. He flatly laid his gloved hands at James’ chest, slightly 
spreading his fingers. He started to massage the cramped chest muscles, beginning at the sternum, all along 
the ribs up to the shoulders, softly stretching the muscles. James moaned in pleasure. 


"Oh, this feels so good, Jase," he murmured. Then, after a short pause: "I'm so happy that | finally made it to 


your house .. and you." 
Jason went on with his massage and James relaxed more and more, getting sleepy. 


"You must have suffered a lot," Jason softly said after a while. "You started to run because of the fires, 


right." 


"Yes. There was no time to get out because of those masses of firestorms .. no house, no tree, no more 
streets, and no car could stand the fires and the heat. | saw large cars melt within minutes and got sucked 


into the cooking asphalt .. Everywhere dead people and animals .." 
James paused, and tears ran out of the corners of his eyes. 


"But ... but | got a very short moment to grab my hunter's and outdoor equipment out of my burning SUV, 
and then | had to run as fast as | could to get out of this hell .. My house already has been burnt down, 
nothing left ... nothing." 


"But what happened to your wife and your kids?" Jason asked, still massaging James’ again more cramped chest 


muscles. 


"They have left me nearly a year earlier .. | really don't know where they are living now ... And Metallica's 
Headquarter burnt to ashes, too, as far as l'm informed ... Y'know, you hear lots of rumors and get mostly 
fake information from all the other guys who try to survive in the woods, the deserts, and not to forget the 


icy caverns of the Rockies if you need some shelter against snow storms." 

He paused and looked at Jason who stayed silent. James looked around then back into Jason's face. 

"| guess that Kirk has made it to Hawaii, if he has found a surf board in time to paddle over there, and | hope 
that Rob and the crew has made it out of the inferno, too .. But | hope that Lars burnt to ashes with all "his" 


expensive equipment what he wanted to protect." 


James' voice was full of hatred, now. 


"Why, James?" asked Jason. "What happened?" 


James needed several minutes to calm down, and he bit his lower lip while more tears ran down his face. But, 


finally, he swallowed down his tears. 


"While we were recording some new songs .. we already had done all the instrumental lines, just my vocals and 
the backing vocals needed to be done, but nol | was in the studio, recording my first vocal lines, as Lars came 
in without warning, followed by one of this sinister looking and always too thin young guys with black hair down 
his ass and lots of black eye shadow around his eyes, lips done with some weird black lipstick and, of course, 
black varnished fingernails, the rest of his face and neck as pale as if he might be the Grim Reaper himself .." 


James had to swallow hard several times. His mouth was dry, and Jason gave him some tea. 


"As | said Lars came in while | was singing," James then went on. "Followed by this zombie, and made me stop 
by an arrogant wave of his fucking Danish hand, and then he let me know that the sound of my vocals wasn't 
good enough for a lead singer of Metallica any longer, and that he has found a really talented death metal 
singer from Finland, and that he had decided it would be the right time to bring in a new lead singer because 
my voice would have lost power .. | was stunned and stood there without a word, just staring at the little 
Danish gnome ... | mean, the fucker barely can hold a drumstick in the right way but wanted to tell me how to 
sing .. And, all of a sudden, he added that me playing the rhythm guitar still was outstanding, so | easily could 
play the rhythm guitar as before, especially because the new super-talented metal singer couldn't play an 
instrument, and he told everybody in reach that the super-talent wants to do his own lyrics because he 


absolutely can't find his soul and himself in general inside my lyrics." 
James balled his fists and gave a hiss. 
"And as he told me, that | might do some backing vocals if needed | lost it. | smashed two of my Explorers in 


reach to nice little pieces in front of the gnome and his new best ghoulish friend, showed them the finger, 


then | left without looking back." 
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Now, Jason swallowed hard several times, too, while James coughed and tried to breathe in deeply. Jason helped 
him to lay back. Still, some tears ran down James’ cheeks, and he wiped them off. Jason handed him out a 


fresh towel, and James wiped his wet, sweaty face. 
Then, Jason cleared his throat and shook his head. He was deeply shocked. 


"| really can't believe what Lars has done to you .. You ARE the lead singer of Metallica, and your voice is as 
powerful as all those years," he said in low tone. "This is awful, totally awful. But why hadn't Kirk and Rob 
helped you to stop Lars?" 


"They already had left the HQ .. And, as far as | got it, Lars hasn't informed them about his plans, too ... Lars 
wanted and decided to get this fucker from Finland as a lead singer, so he got his will. Lars always gets his will, 


no matter what Kirk and Rob might think about it. They always have no say in the matter." 


"I know," Jason murmured. Of course, he knew. Once more, he shook his head. "You said that the Headquarter 


has burnt down, too. Then, there is the studio any longer .." 


"Lars has his own studio in his house ... Kirk and Rob also have smaller studios themselves .. But | had to cry 
as some fire workers told me about all those houses and museums and EVERYTHING in San Francisco what is 
burning, and Santa Barbara, too .. The smaller villages all around got burnt to ashes, Los Angeles is burning .. 
Before this inferno, | never have seen cars melt down while the asphalt of the streets and highways is cooking 


and running down the bridges and hills, smelling poisonous and awful .. Hell can't be worse ... No, it IS hell" 


James wiped off his tears and coughed several times. It was hard for him to talk about the awful things he 
had seen and heard. He breathed hard. 


| hope that Lars' home has got burnt down, too. Completely. But .. but not the homes of our crew, | hope, 
because that would be too cruel. They haven't done wrong, they always helped me whenever Lars treated me 


like shit .. But now, the guys lost their work and everything, and maybe their lives. I'm so sad about them." 


"I see," Jason said with tears in his eyes. "But | guess that Lars easily will find another large studio with its 


own new crew .. And Metallica still will earn lots of money, So Lars .." 


‘Metallica lately hasn't earned enough to pay up for everybody of our crew, not to mention all of our 
expensive equipment ... We lost a lot of money with our last two movies, and the overly expensive and boastful 
festivals Lars always wanted to organize out of the blue without thinking about the costs. We never made 
money with these festivals, we always LOST a fortune .. And because of this fucking COVID-I9 virus we had to 
cancel our next tours in Europe, Asia and Australia, we already can't do shows in the USA, not even some 
small club gigs. And .. and now the firestorms also have burnt down the properties and our headquarter as 


well ... All of Metallica's capital is gone. There is no money left” 


James started to cry, and once again hot tears ran down his cheeks. Jason stared at him in shock and was out 


of words for a while. Then, he breathed in and out deeply, clearing his throat. 


"This sounds totally awful, James, and I'm so sorry ... And before all of this, Lars insisted to get a new singer 
without telling or asking you before? | really can't believe how ruthless and sadistic the fucker has been .. 
Well, he always was, and he always decided who has to leave and who was lucky enough to be allowed to stay ... 
And what about this singer he had brought in without asking someone? Did you hear the guy sing a word in 


your presence?" 
James shook his head. He looked exhausted and deeply tired. And there still were tears in his eyes. 


"No .. no, | didn't hear him, and | didn't want the fucker to even open up his mouth near any microphone ... But, 
of course, | know about him and his former band. He IS a good death metal singer and might do some sufficient 
lyrics, if he is able to master American English good enough .. But | also know that he isn't a composer and 


can't play an instrument, not even the triangle or a flute." 


James had to pause because of an agonizing coughing fit. His lips got blue for some minutes while he struggled 
for breath. Jason quickly checked James’ blood oxygen by the finger clip. The oxygen level was much too low, 
just 82 to 84 per cent, so Jason quickly took the mask of the small oxygen cylinder beside the bed and 
covered James' nose and mouth by it while he opened the cylinder's stopcock. He got James four liters of 
oxygen per minute for first, until James’ blood oxygen saturation had reached 92 to 94 per cent, and until his 


lips weren't blue-colored any longer, then Jason went on with two liters oxygen per minute. 


"Breathe in slowly, James," he ordered. "In .. and out ... in .. out .. and in . slowly ..." He watched James’ 
breathing until it calmed down. "Don't worry. My oxygen cylinder is fully filled, and | have another full cylinder, 


so there's enough oxygen for you." 


He calmly held the mask, touching James' bearded cheek and chin. James must haven't shaved in weeks, and his 


grey-blond beard was badly tousled. 


After a while James weakly lifted his right hand, and his fingers met Jason's on the mask. Jason felt burning 
tears in his eyes for some seconds and had to look away for a moment. After he had got back his self- 
control, he was able to help James’ fingers holding the mask. Finally, James was strong enough to do so by 
himself. But Jason's fingertips still softly touched James’ feverishly hot fingers. 


He looked at the small display of the finger clip. James’ blood oxygen saturation had reached a normal level of 
P to TI per cent. Jason gave a low sigh of relief. He prepared a nose tube system for James and took off the 
mask by covering James’ fingers by his until James had relaxed his right arm and hand. 


"You don't have to tell me everything what has happened," he softly told James. "There will be enough time ..” 
James shook his head. 

"But | want to tell you .. You need to know." 

He touched the oxygen tubes in his nostrils for a moment then laid back his arm on the bed. 


| want to tell you, Jase," he hoarsely said. "| want you to know about everything what has happened .. As you 
know very well, Lars doesn't have any manners when it comes to get his will. But in composing a song he isn't 
as musically talented as he always uses to think ... Mostly, | do all the instrumental lines, not to mention the 
vocals, just without doing the drum lines. Lars always insists to do them by himself, it's awful." 


"But Kirk and Rob ...2" 
James shrugged. 


"Kirk does his solos and nothing else. Rob always needs help to get his bass lines done, and he can't do the 
guitar lines. But Rob always accepts my help if necessary. .. And now the band doesn't have a rhythm 
guitarist, too, just said death metal ghoul who might think that he can do the vocals and the lyrics without my 
help .. | guess that Kirk will have to play rhythm now, too, and do his solos as before, and Rob will have to do 
much more composing .." James breathed in and out deeply, looking into Jason's face behind the visor. 


"Unfortunately, Rob isn't a born composer." 
"But | thought ... | thought that he would do his own bass lines, and that he plays his bass very good ..” 


"No," James hoarsely said "He doesn't play as good as you, he never did. He tries hard, that's right, but he still 
can't play some of the extremely difficult bass lines you have done, Jase, and I'm not talking about the lines | 
have urged you to play. And there are several of Cliff's bass lines what Rob don't master flawlessly .. YOU 
always have played them effortlessly and flawlessly." 


Jason froze, staring at James. 


"But. 


"YOU are much better than Rob, and you are a composer, too." James looked into Jason's blue eyes. "And l'm 


so sorry that | have treated you so bad." 
Jason felt that his mouth had got dry. His heartbeat was fast and hard. 


"You are the only one who really is talented to compose and to do outstanding vocals .. You are the only one 


who cares, you always cared" 
James’ voice was a mere whisper, now. 


Jason was out of words and just looked at James. Now, he saw that James had got very exhausted. But he 
knew that James had to tell all these things to him, that James urgently must have waited to tell Jason 


"You are the only one who always cared about me," James whispered and closed his eyes. 

Jason felt tears in his eyes, but he didn't want to cry. 

"Yes, | cared about you, and | still care," he whispered, too. He softly ran his fingertips about James’ cheek. 
"You came to me, and I'll care .. But you are so sick, and now you need to rest and to sleep for a while 


because you are badly exhausted. Please, try to sleep now, James." 


He stood up and wanted to get James more comfortable in his bed, then to make more fresh tea and some 


soup, but James quickly grabbed his hand. 
"Don't go ..." 


"I won't go," Jason said without looking at James. "But now you have to sleep.” 
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James was asleep within seconds because he was completely exhausted. Jason looked at him for a while then 


he left the bedroom. He slowly went downstairs into the hall of his house. 


James ruined clothes still laid on the floor near the main entrance. They were dirty and mere rags, and they 
smelled awfully. Jason decided to burn them in the fireplace of his kitchen But before doing this he searched 
the rags for things of worth for James. In the back pocket of the jeans, he found a shabby wallet. Inside were 
25 Dollars and a handful of small coins. James' old driver's license was inside, too, and a broken credit card of 


no longer worth. 


And there was James' rucksack, also torn and dirty all over. Jason opened it to have a look inside. On top were 
some muddy pieces of protective clothes, two old Metallica t-shirts and two boxer shorts what needed to get 
washed urgently. 

There was a small book for notices, pretty wet. Jason opened it and saw pages with lyrics and notes for 
instrumental lines. And there were sketches of burning villages and woods, but also of desert and hills, covered 


by snow, some lakes, a lot of flowers and wild animals. The pages with James’ diary notes Jason didn't read. 


It seemed that James must have made his way through wilderness most of the time - and for weeks. Jason 
shook his head, shocked. He knew that James - being a hunter - liked to camp alone somewhere in the woods. 


And that James was able to survive there for a while by the help of a sufficient outdoor equipment. 


But there wasn't sufficient survival equipment to find, now. Jason took out a hunter's knife, looking very much 
used. A fork and a cup from aluminum were there, too. And a broken spoon. A pair of firestones inside a bag. 


Jason knew that James was able to use the stones to get enough fire sparks for starting a fire. Jason had 


tried himself but always had failed. 


Then there was an army-green watertight protection tarp, neatly folded. Jason carefully took the protection 
tarp out of the hunter's rucksack and unfolded it on the floor of his house's entrance hall. James must have 
cared much about it because there weren't any holes or other defects what would have ruined the water 
resistance. This protection tarp seemed to be the only item to give some shelter to a guy who was making his 
way through still burning woods, some deserts, and then by crossing over the Rocky Mountains. James must 


have struggled against snow and ice, just by the help of his poor equipment. 


Jason thought that James must have had a weather-resistant sleeping bag because there was no way to 
survive without any warming protection for sleeping. Not even a man of James’ strength, fitness and willpower 
would have managed to survive wilderness, heat, then ice and snow and, maybe, some storms of snow and 
extremely low temperatures. All of this with just such a poor basic survival equipment. And by sure, not 
enough to eat most of the time. 


No way! 


But James hadn't brought a water- and temperature-resisting sleeping bag with him as he finally had made 
his way to Jason's small house near the eastern side of the mountains, near the border to Canada. Maybe, 


James had lost his sleeping bag, or it had got stolen. 


Jason gave a sigh. Poor James. He must have suffered a lot since getting kicked his ass by Lars, deeply in 
shock, and after losing his home and beloved cars by the fires what still were out of control all over 
California, not knowing what had happened to his friends and co-workers of the whole Metallica crew. And 
where and when had James got infected by the Corona virus? Jason nearly didn't get it that James was still 


alive. 


But it was clear that James was in bad physical and emotional shape. A mere wreck. He should have been in an 
intensive care unit of a hospital, but there was no way to get him there. Jason - as a paramedic - knew that 
the next hospital, in a small village fifty miles away, was stuffed by Corona-patients, and a large amount of 
the physicians and nursing personnel was infected, too. Jason had seen a lot of patients die from Corona. He 
was used to it, now, but it still was hard to get it that a patient what he had cared for during the transport 
to the hospital had died just one or two hours later. With some other paramedics and physicians he tried to 
care about other patients what hadn't got a bed in the hospital, patients with heart attacks or apoplectic 


insults, or suffering from influenza or other infections, or with broken bones. 


Now, Jason searched James’ rucksack a last time to get out everything of worth. Covered by a piece of oiled 
paper laid James’ favorite S€W 057 Magnum revolver. The gun looked used, too. But there wasn't much of 
ammunition to find, just the bullets inside the revolver and eight others inside a shabby and wet ammunition 
box. Jason laid the revolver, after he had unloaded it, on the unfolded tarp on the floor because he wanted to 


disinfect everything. 


Sighing deeply once again he stood up and took all of James’ clothes of and stuffed it inside his washing 
machine to get them washed by the highest temperature. Then he threw the rest of the torn clothes and the 
rucksack into the hot burning fire in his kitchen’s fireplace, including James already ruined boots. He changed 
his latex protection gloves and disinfected the tarp, the revolver and ammunition, also the floor of his entrance 


hall. Finally, he got off his protection clothes, stuffing them into the washing machine, too. The latex gloves, the 


protection mask and the protection visor had to get thrown away. 


After having done all of this, Jason took a quick shower, and after this he dressed in fresh protection clothes. 
He felt tired and his muscles hurt, but there was no time to rest. James needed intense care, and that was 


everything Jason could have done for him, to give James a chance to survive. 


He went to the kitchen to make some fresh tea for James, and some soup, adding several cookies, putting 
everything on a tray. He also searched for the best antibiotic medicine and a sufficient painkiller inside his 
medicine cabinet. There was a stock of different medicine because Jason needed them to tread the patients 
nearby if he was in duty for rescue services. James' pneumonia had to get treated, too, because in the cases 
of Corona-patients the additional pneumonia mostly was caused by bacteria. And bacteria got killed by the 
right antibiotic medicine. The best antibiotic medicine Jason had, needed to be given by infusion, three times a 
day - every eight hours an infusion So, Jason had to insert an infusion cannula inside one of James' veins for 


the infusions. 


With his paramedic's equipment in a large and heavy rescue bag on his back and the heavy tray in his hands 
he walked upstairs, getting open the door to the bedroom with his right elbow. Inside, James still laid in bed, his 
skin and hair sweaty, coughing in his sleep, restlessly turning from one side to the other. Jason carefully put 


the tray at the bedside table, and his medical equipment on the floor beside the bed, looking at James. 


And this didn't hurt inside Jason as much as all the years in Metallica, playing the bass and sometimes been 
allowed to do the lead vocals. Lars always had treated him like shit, Kirk wasn't as bad or, in best case, 
friendly. But James, who mostly treated him bad, too, whenever the others were around, stopped his bad 
treatments the very same moment he and Jason were alone. Very often, they shared a hotel room, and Jason 
always had fantasies of what could happen whenever he laid beside James. It never happened. They both laid 
side on side, breathing carefully, being awake, very much aware of the other one being so close. But nothing 


else happened. 
It hurt. A lot. 


James always had watched him closely whenever Jason was singing the lead vocals of several songs, and blue 


eyes always met blue eyes in a way what made Jason's heart beat harder and faster. 


Jason wanted it so much, but nothing more ever happened. 
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After cleaning and disinfecting of James’ stuff, Jason cooked a lot of tea and filled it in two Thermos flasks. 
Then, he prepared a bowl of chocolate pudding. He remembered that James liked chocolate cakes, pudding and 
chocolate ice. He put everything in a large casket and walked upstairs. Again, he was fully dressed in protective 
clothes, mouth and nose covered by a fresh FFP2-mask, and another visor to protect his face. He also wore 


two pairs of latex gloves. 


He had called a good friend, a doctor of the intensive care unit of the next hospital. They were stuffed by 
COVID-patients, and there wasn't a bed for James in the intensive care unit. But Jason had told his friend 

about every symptom what he had noticed on James, and he got exact information how to treat James to 
keep him alive. Jason's friend told him that the British Corona-virus mutation had reached North America, 
spreading faster and faster. It sounded awfully. 


Quietly Jason entered the bedroom. James still was asleep, but he restlessly turned from side to side. He 


murmured something but Jason didn't understand what he said. 


He sat down beside the bed and controlled the temperature of James sweaty forehead. The temperature had 
lowered, what was a good sign, but James sweated a lot to get the fever out of his body, and his blanket and 
cushion were wet, too. He had thrown the blanket off the bed, and again he laid naked inside the bed. 


Jason tried not to stare, but he always had been much attracted by James’ body - and still was. There were 
the long and sexy legs, his also sexy lower part of his torso and his muscular upper body. But James clearly 
didn't have enough to eat because he had lost weight and looked thin. 


As he had to cough violently James woke and sleepily opened his eyes. Because the coughing went on and on, 
his lips and fingers got blue. Jason quickly helped him to sit up, stuffing two more cushions in James’ back. He 
increased the oxygen to four liters per minute and helped James to spit out a lot of yellow and slightly bloody 
slime by clapping James' back to get lose the bronchial slime, until James finally stopped coughing. Jason 
carefully cleaned James’ lips. James’ blood oxygen quickly increased to 15 per cent, and Jason gave a sigh of 


relief. 


‘lm ... tm thirsty," James croaked. 


“There's enough tea for you," Jason said and filled the cup on the bedside table. While the tea got cooler, Jason 


peeled an orange and gave James slice after slice. 
"Another one?" he asked, and James nodded. 


While Jason peeled another orange, James held the cup of tea with both hands, drinking thirstily. Jason refilled 


the cup, and after James cleared the second cup, too, Jason gave him the slices of the other orange. 
James looked better, now. 

‘Oh, that's good .. Thanks, Jase." He smiled at Jason. "Thank you so much!" 

Jason smiled, too. 

"You're welcome, James." 


James' blue eyes - still a little feverish looking - watched Jason's also blue eyes, and none of them looked 


away. Jason felt that his face slowly had reddened, and he was glad to wear the protection mask and the visor. 
Something started to beep, so Jason had to turn his head to look at the syringes of the infusion's apparatus. 
One of them had got empty, and Jason switched off the alarm. Before preparing a new syringe with 


electrolytes, as he was instructed by his doctor friend, he looked at James. 


"James, do you think you could take a shower, if | assist you. You're still pretty dirty and sweaty and, besides, 
you urgently need to get razored. The beard has to go." 


James looked up at Jason and nodded. 
"rll try .. But may | sit during the shower?" 


"You HAVE to sit," Jason firmly said. "| have a shower stool. Let me prepare everything, and don't try to stand 
up without my help. | don't want to see you laying on the floor because you collapsed.” 


"| feel too weak to do anything without your help, Jase," James answered in low tone. He also sounded sad. 


Jason filled James' cup with more tea and James took the cup with both hands. He took small sips because the 
tea was still hot. 


"What kind of tea is it?" he asked. 


"You didn't smell it?" Jason asked. 


James shook his head. He looked very anxious. 


"Don't worry about this," Jason said and briefly stroked James’ arm. "It's a symptom of this awful Corona- 

virus infection. You also might have problems in coordination of your eyes, and your hearing could be a little 
altered, too ... But all your senses will come to normal function when the infection gets better .. And by the 
way, this is peppermint tea 


James slowly nodded and looked down at the cup in his hands. 


Jason went into his bathroom. He had a large bathing tube and an also large shower cabin. A white plastic 
showering stool stood at the end of the bathing tube, and Jason took it to place it inside the shower. 
Sometimes he used the stool himself, especially when the pain in his neck and lower back because of several 
slipped discs was torturing him, and if his right shoulder, what he had severely damaged by an accident years 
ago, started to hurt and got stiff from time to time. 


He got on the shower and waited until the water's temperature was warm but not too hot. Then, he went back 
to James. He freed James from both infusion syringes and closed up the cannula inside the vein inside James’ 


right arm, then covering it up by water-resistant plaster. 


"Now, let's try to get up," he then told James. "Slowly, please. For first, try to get your feet out to the floor, 
but stay sitting until you feel stabilized enough ... Okay, let's try!" 


He held James by the arm and his other hand on James' back to support him. And James really needed Jason's 
assistance, gripping Jason's protection clothes with both hands. Because the oxygen tube had been removed, 


too, James breathed hard and fast 

It quickly came clear to Jason that James was too weak to get on his feet, not even with Jason's help. 
"James, | have to carry you," he decided. "You can't walk" 

"But." 

"No protests! Jason ordered. "Now, lay your arms around my neck and hold tight l'm doing the rest 


James did as he was ordered. Again, he gripped Jason's protection clothes by his fingers, as hard as he could 
got managed it. Jason held him with his left arm around James' upper back and his right arm beneath James’ 
knees. As he lifted him, he briefly felt a little pain in his right shoulder, but James had lost so much weight 
that Jason hadn't any more problems to carry him into the shower, carefully placing him on the plastic stool, 
always securing James by his right hand around James' left upper arm. James breathed fast and gave some 
moans of pain, but then he calmed down as Jason started to get him under the warm shower water. 


Fortunately, Jason's protection clothes were water resistant. 


He didn't let go of James' arm as he reached for the bottle of shampoo on the small table where he had 
prepared everything what he needed to clean up James. He got a good amount of shampoo on James’ now wet 
hair and beard James’ hair was much longer since Jason had seen on a photo some time ago, and the blond 
and partly grey strands reached James' shoulders. While he rubbed and massaged the shampoo into James’ 


hair, Jason felt some heat all over his body. He always had loved James’ long blond lion's mane, and he was 


shocked as James had got his beautiful hair cut off. 


Jason gave a low sigh. He rinsed James hair with the water and then he got another amount of shampoo on it 
because James' hair really needed a second wash. Jason stabilized James by leaning James’ left shoulder 
against his own chest, so that he could get massaged James" head, his hair and facial hair with both hands. He 
gave him an extended head massage, and James moaned in pleasure. 


"Oh, this is so good, Jase," he murmured, and Jason smiled to himself. 


He tried to get lose the multiple knots in the blond-grey strands, but it was too difficult. He had to try to get 
them combed out after he had dried James hair after the shower. Clearly, James hadn't combed his hair for 
weeks, and his also blond-grey beard didn’t look better. Jason had to remove crumbled leaves and small pieces 
of wood, and while cleaning up James' hair and beard, Jason also discreetly searched for lice and other "guests" 
on James’ head. Fortunately, there were none. 


As James' hair was clean, Jason grabbed at his shower gel and started to wash the rest of James’ body. He 
ran his hand up and down James’ back, massaging the cramped and hurting muscles until James gave several 
sighs of relief because it felt so good. His formerly well-built muscles had thinned, and James' ribs were easily 
to see, also the bones of his pelvis. The sight made Jason sad and he shook his head while his fingers ran along 
James’ ribs and belly to rub in the shower gel. 


James got it that Jason was shocked. 


"|. | hadn't as much to eat as usual," he murmured. "Burnt, dead animals after a fire in the woods | ran 
through ain't a sufficient meal .. Just try to eat a pile of ashes and burst bones. No way! | managed to hunt 
some animals, but after my hunting Winchester got stolen by some fucker while | was asleep, hunting with just 
a revolver wasn't as easy as with a gun of a sufficient caliber and range .. But as an outdoor fan | have no 
problems to eat maggots and worms, and | know what kind of mushrooms can get eaten, and what kind of 
them are poisonous ... But the woods had been dried to death because of the change in the Earth’ climate, so 
there weren't enough plants and mushrooms, too. | starved most of the time .. Well, in the Rockies | got some 


fishes .. But the bears didn't like it, if some human takes away their food" 


"This sounds so awful, James." Jason shook his head. He had spotted the long scratches of animal claws on 
James' right leg. "Why didn't you try to get help? You MUST have been near some houses or little villages.’ 


"| fled the unbelievably horrifying fires all over the woods and villages. Dead people everywhere. No water. And, 
besides, | thought that | could easily get through the mountains with my outdoor equipment ... But three times 
| got hit on my head or back by several assholes who wanted to rob me, or my stuff got stolen while | 
couldn't avoid a brief nap because I've been so tired all the time ... Besides, | didn't want to meet someone else. 
|. |.. was so shocked because of Lars’ cold betray .. He .. he wasn't interested in my feelings, he just was all 
‘Kick the fucker's ass because he is too old to do the lead vocals and too dumb to do the lyrics and the 


composing’ and he was all ‘Money, money, money’... | cried hours for hours and didn't get it" 


James had started to weep and Jason held him closely, feeling the shaking of James’ body. He breathed in and 
out deeply to stay calm without crying out loud. But listening to James' suffers made him so sad and tears 

ran down his cheeks, wetting the protection mask. Fortunately, James had hung his head and didn't see Jason's 
tears. Jason quickly bent to wash James' feet and legs. The long scratches on James’ right leg didn't look good. 


Jason had to care about them. 


He had cleaned up nearly every part of James’ body, now. He hesitated for some moments, then he took 


James’ left hand and got a good amount of shower gel on the palm. 
"Now you can wash the rest by yourself," he told James, sounding a little shy. "You know ... your privates." 


James looked at his palm. Then he rubbed the gel onto his belly. Jason noticed the trembling of James’ thin 
fingers. James lifted his head and looked at Jason. 


"| can't," he whispered, then bit his lips. Again, hot tears ran down his face. "I .. | got .. | got raped ... | got 
raped two times while | already was too weak because of my Corona infection, and | can be glad to have 
survived these brutal attacks .. But | can't touch my privates long enough for washing or cleaning them. There 


was ... blood everywhere, and it was .. awful. So, please, Jason, would you cleaning them by yourself? ... Please!" 


